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Juha as something she had made up her mind
about, crossly and with no further explanation.
The husband stared at her and submitted, draw-
ing his own conclusions; the old fellow had
himself changed a lot of late.

Harder to bear was the lassitude and a slow
ebbing of her strength. She was forced now to
leave many essential tasks undone. Ever more
frequent became the desire, when Juha was
away, to cast herself down on the bed and rest
there a while. Hiltu was a very good child
indeed at trying, almost as though she had other
blood in her veins, but she didn't seem able to
get through with the work for all that she was
already Confirmed. And you couldn't always
be scolding her, a girl like an angel's shadow and
not very strong. She had never had to be
whipped for naughtiness; if you so much as
threatened her she would break into a heart-
rending fit of crying, although at her age many
girls were running on the sly after boys. Hiltu
was so delicate and so unsuited to her sur-
roundings that Riina would scarcely have shed
a tear if she had died. Often Riina was loth to
put the child to work; in spite of her illness she
did it herself or put it off for another day.

The summer's tasks have to be done in their
proper season. They force even the weary to
make an effort. Juha strove, and Riina too did
what she could. Juha also tried to put in more